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YEATERDAY: Ashion Oaks fol-
lows Carrle to her clalm, tries 1o
Interest her in huila: town lots

n she refuses, he deives away,
a iy, lsing _that
ke mor
of it

CHAFTER VI |
Mm went to bed but he
ecouldn't sleep after leaving
Carrie Lane. There In the shad-
ows, she had stood close to him,
called him Mark., “Mark, I am
afrald, terribly afraid," she had
wmald. And he had wanted to take
her in his arms, protect her,

Now, he could Imagine her near
him agnin and saying, “Mark,
Mark,” over and over. He could
imagine he was kissing her and
talling her not to worry, that
everything would work out all
right, that he would sece life would
alwaya be all right for Carrle
Lane.

All through the next day, Mark
pletured Carrie Lane, heard her
calling his name, until It seemed
he could not wait another hour
to see her, Even Ma Parmley no-
ticed hia preoccupation at the sup-
per fable and promptly laid 1t to
Carrie Lane, loudly—all of which
didn't help Mark’s embarrassment
before the other homesteaders.

Saturday, Mark saw her, late

in the afternoon as he was passing
the hotel. His nerves tingled. She

, had come to town to stay with)

the Tavlors, Her soddy would
be completed Monday and she
would move in.

“Might be a long time again
before vou'll see me she told
Mark jokingly, as he stopped, ap-
parently casually, to talk with her
and the Taylors,

“Doesn't that call for some sort
af celebration, then?" Mark asked,
instantly seizing his opportunity.
“There's a dance here tonight over
the store. I'd like very much to
take you—that is, if it's all right
with the Taylors."

Mark marveled afterward that
he was able to say all this so
quickly when his heart seemed to
pound till it hurt, He had wanted
to call her “Carrie,” too, but
somehow he couldn't quite bring
himself to it

"All right with us,” Mrs. Taylor
ralsed her brows. "Wouldn't be,
all right with us if you didn't”
She winked at Ed, who promptly|
reminded his wife the Taylors;
were going to the dance, too, i
Mre. Taylor could “scare up =
clean shirt” somewhere for him.)

+CARRI! mnd the Taylors were

ready and waiting at Sioux
iSwInp Houss when Mark came
|for them. Carrie wore the same
|white dress she had on that first

for a
iminute. *You sure look nice,” he!
told her, awkwardly, 1

The Taylors had put on thelr
Sunday clothes and they looked
little like the homesteaders who
had come to town earlier that|
day. Mark's west, white bolled|
shirt and gray sult had wrought'
as great a change,

Carrie was happier than he had
ever seen her as they walked
down Ma'n Street to the dance
hall over Bill Williams' general
store. Together they made a strik-
ing pleture—Mark, tall, imposing,

some; Carrie on his arm, gay,
laughing, bonneted head held high.
Intultively, denim-clad home-
standers and booted freighters
DR s o e
P g in

eurious little knots in thelr wake.

The party was well under way
when Mark led the way up an
outside stairs to the low-cellinged
dance hall A gsolitary fiddle
whined above the din of dancing
and conversation. Mark recog-
nizad the “Arkansas Traveler.”

The mall room was hot, crowd-
ed. Lanky, awkward young “sod-
dles" lined the dance floor, packed
to overflowing. Carrie saw quickly
the men outnumbered the women
;hrn to one, felt every eye upon

er,

They swung out into the jos-
tling, milllng erowd, Carrie In
Mark's arms—for the first time.
It was unbellevably thrilling.

“Mark,” Carrle smiled up into
his face, “I hope we get along
betler than some of the couples
I see here tonight' She tossed
her head, Indicating a bewhis-
kered freighter who was stomping
mbout the floor pumping his part-
ner's arm f?i‘;c dear life. And there
were more like him. They laughed
together. The noise grew louder
and louder, they moved fagter and|
taster, bumping, shoving, twisting,
dodging. Never had Carrie at-/
tended n dance llke this and yet,
never had she been happler.

They came back to the Taylors
breathless, Carrle flushed, wl:;ted:

knew Intuitively Carrie Lane was
as tense, breathless as he.

And then it happened. It was
a tag waltz. Mark felt a heavy |
slap on his shoulder and turned
to face Ashton Oaks. Instantly,
Mark saw the man was drunk, |
reeling. He tried to ignore the
agent, but it was too late. Carrle |
saw him, too, went white.

“Sorry, my dance,” Ouks sald
through thick lips, and moved be-
tween Carrie and Mark.

“Sorry, but It {sn'l,” said Mark
quietly, trying to move out onto
the floor again. Oaks shoved Mark
aside roughly, taking Carrie in
his arms, Instantly, the other
dancers, sonsing trouble, drew
back, left the three conspicuously
in the center of the floor.

The music screeched on, but the
room grew quiet, tense |
“QOaks,"” Mark wheeled on him,
“it you are a gentleman, you will |
please let my partner alone.”
Mark moved to lead Carrie from
the floor ¢
It was the least he might have
sald, but it was too much. Grasp-
ing Carrie tighter, Oaks stood |
there for a second, staggering, |
sneering. Then he sald U, so loud |
he could be heard across the room |
—'"Your partner? You might be
interested to know, Mr, Deuel, 1
spent the afternoon with her out
at Rock Creek." |
Mark never recalled exactly what |
happened after that. He lunged |
in blind fury at Ashton Oaks, flsts
swinging, seizing him by the |
throat, while Carrie, screaming, |
ran back to the Taylors. The
crowd closed in and it was over |
ns qQuickly ns it began. Panting

his collar torn open, Oaks was
hurried from the dance hall by
brawny homesteaders. The fAddler
struck up “Devil's Dream," some-
one yelled, “Supper—come and
get it ‘fore we throw it out!"™
Carrie and Mark were cought in
the rush with the Taylors and
200 others, |
It was an unforgetlable experl-
ence and Carvie, atill  shaking, |
clinging to Mark's arm as they
parsed along the long table, felt
they had not seen the end of it
(To Be Continued)
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Monnle Drake. 20.year.old D-.‘
troit radio and night club sing-
or whose name has been rumatb'
tically linked with Barney Mc-
Cosky, Tiger outfielder, was |
named Miss Michigan and will |
ropresent the state in national |
beauty contest in Atlantic City.
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ANSWER: Players of high ranking, whose names are so arranged
In the draw that they will not meet each other in early rounds.

TOURNAMENTS, WHAT
ARE SEEDED PLAYERS [ |
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GROWN-UP KID

Mark perspiring, more hand
Cl"fﬁl thought, than ever,
i W"ull."I boomed Fd Taylor,
guess it's safe for un to tackle,
now that you and Mark got out
alive, and added, “but don't
think, Mark Deuel, you're gonna
have all them dances to yourself.”
He winked bmdly as the solltary |
, mounted on a box at the
end of the room, struck up ngaln'

with “Devil's Dream” and the din
Wan resumed.
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THEY danced till midnight,
Mark and Carrie, danced

waltzes and two-steps, and tha

schottieche and the square dance,

whirling untll it seemed they
drop, and loving every
minute of it. Mark hold-

£ Carrie in his arms, drew her
oser on the last waltz, till he
folt the sweelness of her golden
t his cheek, her face

.’N& Somehow, Mark

]
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51t has — I 13 Makes a
homns. A sweater

10 md;;m el 15 Decree.
monster. =\

11Irish tribal | B 1016 lves 1n
title. =t 0

12 To wink. AN 20 Force.

14 Substitute i 22 Human trunk.
ruler for & 1 =] 24 Undertakings.
king. | OO 25 Rhythm.

16 Each (abbr.). ] 28 Animal pest.

1T Paid publicity 27 Monkey.

18 North Africa. 38 To search for. 58 Its male 28 Very small
{abbr.). 30 Plant. animal has a 30 Laughing.

18 Rallroad 41 Makes ——on lts 32To stiich

2 a(llt;l;;.). arieods: face, gl Prophets,

A o 50 Pale. by , 36 Aquatic bird.
21 To be seated. 42 NEI:I’: England 80 lt.l:lr:l:?ble a7 Alley.
23 Street (abbr,)  (eBbr.). or e Beast, 40 Possessed.
25 Engine, 44 Soft plug. ' 42 Ringworm.
27 Cravat, 46 Black bird. VERTICAL 45 Fine dry dirt.
29 Ships' 47 Year (abbr.). 1Mud Jump. 48 To sanction,
companies, 48 Preposition. 2 Ona who 48 Vestment.
31 Venomous 49 Invalidation. ‘ogles 40 Ozone,
snake, 52 Senlor (abbr.) g 50 Field,
33 Ringlet, 54 Sound of 3Melody. 51 Label,
35 Alr toy, disgust. 4 Four plus six. 53 To regret.
38 Hardened 55-Ta observe, 5 To vex. 54 Musical note
iron, 56 To devour. 6 To loiter. 67 Palm' lily.
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